CHAUCER S KNIGHTES TALE,               XXI

And saw here bloody woundes wyde and sore;

And alle they cryde lesse and the more,

"Have mercy, Lord, upon us woramen alle!"

And on here bare knees anoon they falle,              900

And wolde have kissed his bare feet right as he stood,

Til atte laste aslaked was his mood ;

For pite renneth sone in gentil herte.

And though \\.&jfir$te for ire quok and sterte

He hath it al considered in a clause,

The trespas of hem bothe, and here cause:

And although his ire here gylt accused?,

Yet he, in his resoun, hem bothe excused?,*

And thus he thought? that every tnaner man

Wol help himself in love if that he can,                910

And eek delyver himself out of prisoun.

And eek in his hert hacMr compossioun

Of wommen, for they wepen ever in oon ;

And in his gentil hert he thought anooii,

And sothly he to himself seyde : ** Fy

Upon a lord that wol have no mercy,

But be a lyoun bothe in word and dede,

To hem that ben in repentaunce and drcdc,

As wel as to a proud dispitious man,,

That wol maynteyne that he first bigaxi.

That lord hath litel of diserecknm,

That in such caas can no diviskmn ;

But wayeth pride and humblenesse sifter oon,

And schortly, whan his ire is over-gon,

He gan to loke on hem with cyan light,

And spak these same wordes al in bight.

c<r The god of love, a! benedicile,

How mighty and how gret a lord is he !

Agayns his might ther gayncth mm obstacle,

He may be cleped a god of his miracle;

For he can maken at his owen gysc

Of every herte, as him. lust? devyse.

Lo her is Arcite and Palomon,

That quytely were out of my prLsomi,

And might have lyved in Thebes ryally,

And witen I am here mortal enemy,

And that here deth lith in my might also,

And yet hath love, maugrft here eyghen two,

I-brought henx hider bothe for to dye.

Now loketh, is nat that an heih folye ?

Who may not be a fole, if that he love ?

Byholde for Goddes sake that sitteth above.